

Tine Trage dj 

Thoü haft cajd me aUrhefebitter naojss, 

Why fo I dicJ.bur Icoke for no reply : 

O lctjne makethe periedtomy curfe. 

G/ö. Tis done by me, and encis by Margret* 
Thushaueyóu breathed yourcurreagainft your fclfe. 

JjK^r.Poorepaintcd Qiieene,vauje Hourifh of my for- 
W hy ftrewft thou Sugar on that botled ipider, ( tune: 
Whole dcadly webbe infnareth thee about ? 
ïoole, foole, thou vvlietft a Knjfe t© kill thy felfe, 

The time wil! come when thou fhak wifh for me, 

To helpe thee curfe that poyfoned bnnch-backt Toade, 
Hafi.VzXït boafting woman, end *hyfrantickc curfe, * 
Leaft to thy harmethou moue our patience. ( mine. 

G^Mar* Fou'ls ftiame vpon you, you hawe all mou’d 
Ri .Were you wel] feru’d,you would be taught yourduty. 
^jAfar. To ferue me well,you fliould doé me duty, 
Teacb metobe your Queene, and yo-umy fubie&s , 
Gbferue me vvell and teach your lclues that duty. 

Derf* Dilputenot with her,fhe is lunatique* 

Pe.ace marter Marquetfe, you are malapert, 

Y our fire-new ftampe of honour is fearce currant: 

O that your young Nobility could iudge, 

what’twere to iooiè ie, and be miferabje ? 

Theythat ftand higb,haue migbty blafts to flialce them. 
And ïtthey fall„they darti them topieces. 

Glo •Goodoounfcll marry, learne it,learneit Marqueflfe. 
D° r ),lt toucheth you (my Lord; as much as me. 

Glo . Yea,and much more, but I was borne fo high 
Our Aiery buildeth in the Caidars top. 

And dallies with the winde,and feornes the funne. 

A nd turnes the Sunne to fbade,alas, alas. 
Witnefie my funne,now in the fhade of death, 

Whoie bright otitfluning beames, thy cloudy wratfb. 

” at h inerernail oarkenefifc fbuldcd vp • 

. ^ our Aiery buildeth in our Aieries neaft. 

O God that feeft it, doe notfufterit .♦ 

Asit was wonne with blood,loft be it fo. 

^i-Hauedone for foame, if notfor charity, 

Q. M# r , Yrge neyther charity nox foame to me, 

Vncha* 
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Vncharitably with me haue you dealt. 

And fhamefully by you my hopes are butchered, 

My charity is outrage, life my foame, 

And in my foarne (hall Jiuè my forrowes rage. 

Buck- Haue done. 

QjbCtr. Oprincely Bttcktngbam, I will kifle thy hand, 
In figne ©f league and amity with thee, 

Now°fairebefall thee and thy Princely houfe, 

Thy garments are not {potted with our blood. 

Nor thou withintheeompafie of my curfe. 

Back; Nor none heere, tof curfes neuer paffe 
The lips of them that breath them in the ayre- 
Q^Mar- Ile not beleeuebut they afl'end the skie. 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace* 

O r Bftckjngbam,be.ware of vonder cfogge, 

Looke when he fawnes he bk.es, and when he bites, 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to doe with him, beware ofhim .• 

Sinne,d«ath,and hell,hath fet their markes on him. 

And all their minifters attend on him, 

Gle. What doth thee fay my Lord of Buckingham f 
Backj Nothing that I refped my gratious Lord. 

What dort thou fcorne me for my gentle coun* 
And footh the diuell that I warne thee from ? f feil, 

O but remember this another day, 

When he fhall fplit thy very heart with forrow. 

And fey.poore Margret wasa Propheteffe 
Liue each of you, the fubieft of his hate, * 

And he to you,and all of you to God. Exit* 

Malt. My haire doth ftand an end to heare her curfes* 
X/a.And fo doth mine, I wonder foeesatliberty ? 

J ui ?*™ 1 ™ blarnc her > b y G ods holy mother, 
snee n«h had too much wrong, and I recent 

My part thereof that I baue done. 1 

neucr her any to my knowledge. 

But you haue all the vantage of this wrong 
I.WK too hotto co doe fome bodylosd, 

That ts too cold in thinking on it now : 

M»rry asforC7^w<r,hce i S v/ell repayd, 
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